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CLAIMED BY THE RUSSIAN 


My men pull a curvy younger woman from the clutches of 
death in the middle of a freezing Moscow night and bring 
her to me, a Russian mafia boss. 


It’s the first time I’ve seen a woman so innocent, so 
real, so perfect. And it’s also the first time I've ever felt 
this uncontrollable need overtake me and demand | make 
someone mine. 


But she’s not someone. She’s the only one this older 
man has ever wanted. 


And the first time | find out that I’m her dad’s friend from 
years ago and miles away, it only reaffirms that this is fate, 
meant to be. And the scumbags who meant her harm 
already sealed their own fate, their own death warrants, by 
putting their hands on what was always meant to be mine. 


I’m going to set her free from her troubled past, but there’s 
one thing she'll never be free of. Me. I’m putting a baby in 
her belly and diamond ring on her finger. She’s mine now... 
forever. 


*Claimed By The Russian is a short, insta-everything 
standalone instalove romance with an HEA, no cheating, 
and no cliffhanger. 
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CHAPTER 1 


Kennedy 


“Kirill Kuznetsov. Kirill Kuznetsov. Kirill Kuznetsov,” | repeat 
to myself over and over and over again as | stumble up Red 
Square. 


Kirill’s name is the only Russian’s | Know at this point, and 
the only one | can trust...even though we’ve never met. 


I’m practically dragging my back leg through the quickly 
gathering snow on the ground, leaving a clear trail for the 
man, or men, who surely must be close to tracking me down 
by now. 


The winter air is crisp, sharp, and cuts my lungs like a razor 
blade. There’s cold and then there’s Russia, and not having 
a coat of any kind in sub-zero temperatures is damn near a 
death sentence at one in the morning. 


My eyes sting from the backhanded slap those meaty fingers 
delivered across my face not ten minutes ago, but | squint 
through the pain and the tears, noticing one small borscht 
shop open at this hour. 


Not for long. 


The minute the tiny restaurant owner sees me, she rushes to 
close the shutters, bathing the street in darkness, and a 
second later | hear a bolt slam across the front door as she 
curses something in Russian. 


As an introverted bookworm | was excited to come to Russia, 
reading that people kept their heads down and minded their 
own business, just like me with my social awkwardness. But 
now I'd give anything for that American friendliness where 
strangers help each other in times of need, my social 
anxiety be damned. 


Up ahead I can see Basil’s Church, the only landmark | know 
of that ties to Kirill. But my dad said he lived right by here 
years ago. With all the time that’s passed he might not even 
be in the country anymore, based on the stories my dad told 
me of his love for travel. 


| keep moving, following the skeleton of tree branches that 
are over trimmed along the wide open walkway, or is it just 
that winter took their ability to live, like it’s trying to suck 
mine down the drain right now too? 


| stop, lean against a wall and try not to make myself 
visible. Despite the darkness which I’m trying to use to 
conceal myself, l’ve watched enough Animal Planet to know 
predators excel under the fall of night...and I’m very clearly 
being followed by some of the best hunters there are. 


Blood roars through my body, as the silence of the cold 
collapses down on me. The only movement in sight is the 
vapor of my breath hitting the freezing air. 


| take another deep breath and march on, hitting my wits 
end. 


“Kirill!” | helplessly call out into the night like a madwoman. 
“Kirill! Help me! Someone please help me!” 


Nothing. 


Suddenly I hear the sound of a car engine rumbling and turn 
to see it’s the same man who I’m running from...the man 
who paid for my body. The prick who complained to the men 
that tricked me into this terrible mess that | looked much 
heavier than in my pictures... pictures which were stolen 
from my locked social media accounts. Russian hackers 
truly are the best as I’ve so unfortunately found out. 


“There the fat little whore is!” he calls out in English, with a 
thick Russian accent. Two men come flying out from behind 
the inky-black tinted windows of the car and make a beeline 
for me. 


| recognize them immediately by their size, their black 
leather jackets, and the scowls on their face. 


They’re the security guards at the trafficking ring | fell victim 
to. 


“If I’m so fat, just leave me the fuck alone!” | yell, but it only 
spurs them on. 


“Catch me if you can,” | yell, taking off as best | can toward 
St. Basil’s. At this hour surely there are a least a few 
drunken foreign tourists who might be ballsy enough to help 
me if they see the struggle, and the fight, I’m going to put 
up. Plus I can yell and bite with the best of them... hope. 


Pain shoots through my ankle as | push off and move as fast 
as | can. I’m not ten feet away from the wall when I catch a 
piece of black ice and fall forward, flat on my face. 


The sound of the men’s boots from behind, crunching 
through the snow, let me know they're closing in with a 
quickness. | claw at the ice beneath me, looking for 
something to grab a hold of so! can pull myself to my feet. 


Nothing. 


Suddenly | feel my body being lifted, thrown over one of the 
men’s shoulders like a sack of potatoes, before he utters, 
“You're gonna pay for what you did, you bitch.” 


| start kicking and thrashing as hard as | can before his other 
hand comes up and bops me right on top of the head. 


The man’s built like a tank, his fist a club, and | feel myself 
sliding out of consciousness, just before | hear the man 
exhale hard and feel a large jolt from the side, which keeps 
me awake a few seconds longer. 


The sound of boots cracking bones intermix with forced 
exhales from blows to the stomach and then the head. 


“It’s okay, woman. No one will hurt you ever again,” a 
different voice says, as he scoops me up just as easily as the 
first man, who’s now lying in a pool of his own blood, not 
fifty yards from St. Basil’s, which sits like a beacon up in the 
distance. 


“Put me down,” I yell, not about to swap out one evil for 
another. 


“Just rest, until boss speak with you,” he says. 
“Who’s your boss?” | question. 
Nothing. 


“Where are you taking me?” 


“To safety. Now stay still,” he says as he shoves me in the 
back of a warm blacked out car. 


| feel like | just got traded from one criminal outfit to 
another, but I’m completely sapped of all energy when | hear 
the doors lock on both sides of me. 


“| just wanna go home,” | manage to mouth, barely above a 
whisper, as my mind starts to drift into the abyss. I’m 
obviously hallucinating because | don’t have a home 
anymore, and haven't for two weeks. 


l'II be damned if | resign myself to my fate. I’m gonna fight 
these bastards as soon...as...|... 


Everything goes black. 


CHAPTER 2 


Kirill 
“I told you what happened,” she screams. 


| don’t react to her change in tone, only using the 
opportunity to study her body language to see if she’s 
lying. There are women trying to infiltrate my operations 
each and every day, and I’m not going to fall victim. 


But one thing that sure isn’t falling is my cock. It’s pointing 
straight up to the sky, the first time | remember being so 
damn hard in years. And this hard? Never. 


There’s just something about this young woman that has me 
throw off, despite how hard I try and steel my resolve as | 
continue questioning her. 


“Why don’t you tell me again,” I say. It’s a common tactic to 
make sure she doesn’t change her story, but that’s not why 
I’m asking her. Those crystal blue eyes of hers are hypnotic, 
and | feel myself being magnetically pulled toward her, as if 
she’s a Siren luring me to my destruction with the innocence 
and honesty of her looks. 


I've never had a type, and still don’t. Hell, | don’t even have 
time for a woman. | own and run a multi-billion dollar casino 
operation, working my way from the ground up to where | 
am today. When | first started the most valuable skill | 
learned was identifying and catching cheats, such as card 
counters and people who shine lights up into the slot 
machines trying to trigger them so they empty. But when | 


look at her | can’t even count to three without getting lost 
somewhere along the way. Like lost in the thoughts of how 
damn bad | want to empty this pain in my balls into her, fill 
her with my seed and watch her belly grow big with my 
child. 


She exhales hard, her chest rising and falling underneath 
those flimsy clothes my men found her wearing, and the 
blanket we gave her which she has wrapped around her 
shoulders at the moment. Her arms are pulling the blanket 
tight, despite the cranked up temperature inside my office. 
But her hands are at her waist level, which puts those 
magnificent breasts of hers on full display. 


Russia is known worldwide as the country with the most 
beautiful women, but there’s something about her, even in 
the land that produces supermodels as effortlessly as 
oranges grow on trees in Florida. There’s just something 
different, unique, and special like no one I’ve ever seen 
before. 


I’m surrounded by women all day at the casino. Women who 
make it very clear they’re available for me at my whim, at 
my beck and call, but | never partake. I’m just not 
interested in what they have to offer. But her? She’s offered 
nothing, and I’m interested in everything...every single 
curve on that luscious body of hers. 


“Here we go, one more time from the top,” she begins with a 
feistiness that I’m not used to, and that’s quickly driving me 
crazy for her. If she knew who she was talking to would she 
speak with me this way? Is she always reckless, or does she 
even know the fate of her existence hangs in the balance 
right now. 


Then again, that’s not true. If she was a man, yes. But | 
would never so much as lay a finger on a woman, let alone 
harm one. As a matter of fact it’s not just the billions of 
Euros we make each and every year in our casinos that 
makes me proud, it’s the women I've helped get off the 
street and given jobs too. Very well paid jobs, often despite 
a lack of what most hiring managers would consider 
employable skills. 


But | wouldn’t have it any other way, especially considering 
my mother lived on the streets until she had me, and then 
passed away shortly thereafter at the hands of a pimp. 
They’re not even despicable people, because filth that 
decides to sell others aren’t even people at all. They 
deserve to die, and my Bratva family and | certainly do my 
part when we come across such scum. 


“My father passed away. Being that I’m only eighteen years 
old, with no money for college and no one to help keep a 
roof over my head, my options were limited. | found an ad 
online that offered good money for nanny and maid services 
for rich oligarchs in Russia. It sounded legit so | signed up, 
did a Skype interview with a woman no less, and then 
accepted a plane ticket to Moscow to come be a maid.” 


| nod, not trusting my voice right now. 


“The first sign things were shaky is the woman, who 
promised to meet me at the airport, wasn’t there. A couple 
guys were who had a sign with my name on it, and knew all 
the information about Tatiana, who interviewed me, so 
everything seemed legit. They also seemed friendly 
enough, by Russian standards at least.” 


Oh, | want to get friendly with you all right you arctic fox, 
you. But my head snaps back, as | try and focus. This could 


still be a honeypot trap, and dammit if I’m going to let it slip 
past me. 


“Why would any woman choose to be a maid over being a 
nanny?” 


“I’m not good with people. | love kids and all, but | just 
figured if | was cleaning all day | could put on headphones or 
something and just be in my own little world. | could get my 
money over the course of the year contract, and then 
regroup... use the money to start a new life for myself.” 


New life for herself? She needs a new life with me. | shake 
my head side from to side, trying to snap out of it. 


“Is everything okay?” 


“Continue,” | say in the most authoritative tone | can muster 
in this moment. 


“They take me to this big house, and | get excited... until 
they pretty much throw me in a room and start pointing at 
me and talking.” 


“What were they saying?” 


“That they wasted the money on the plane ticket because 
nobody was going to want to have sex with a chunky girl like 
me. That | was going to cost a fortune to feed. Mean things 
like that.” 


| feel my fists tighten as my teeth grind against one 
another. | want to put my fist clean through the faces of the 
pieces of shit who spoke to her like this. Not to mention 
they’re so fucking stupid to have had an absolute one-of-a- 
kind gem, a diamond, standing right in front of them and 


neither of them were smart enough to wife her up 
immediately. 


Their loss. But I’m going to hunt them down and make them 
pay regardless. 


We've got skinny waifs serving drinks in the casino 24/7. 
While that body type may be appreciated on the catwalk, 
it’s never appealed to me. | want a real woman, a woman 
who can stand up to the cold winters of Russia and slap it in 
the face..just as my men said she literally was doing not 
two hours ago. This woman is tough, a trooper, and the kind 
of woman that survives in a free-for-all country like this. 


“And then what happened?” 


“I told them | wanted to go home. | told them I’d pay them 
back for my ticket, anything, but they refused.” Her eyes 
start to well up, but she stiffens her jaw. “And then a man 
came in, looking at me like a piece of meat hanging in the 
window. He was pointing and saying things and then the 
two men came in and said, ‘Let’s go,’ at first dragging me 
out until | realized | had to get smart, not get mad.” 


Damn, a woman who can control her emotions in a time like 
that is more of an ice-cold calculating Russian than the ones 
that are portrayed on those goofy American movies. She’s 
the real deal, and if there’s one thing | admire it’s ingenuity, 
intelligence, and calm in the face of danger. 


“So | realized what was going on then. | told the guy | 
wanted to have sex in public, which only turned him on 
more. The minute we stepped out of the car, | kneed him in 
the groin, and he slapped me across the face, sending me to 
the ground. But that only proved to be a good thing for me 
as it gave me a free shot at his balls and | kicked up as hard 


as | could. | took off running, but he swept me with a kick 
and | came down hard on both knees, but | pulled myself up 
and kept going while he rolled around in the snow cursing.” 
“In English?” 


“Yes, everyone was speaking in English, which | didn’t really 
understand, but they all had heavy Russian accents.” 


“And then my men found you?” 

“Yas,” 

“Where were you going? How were you hoping to escape?” 
“My dad had a friend years ago, a foreign exchange student 
when he was a kid, and he was from Russia. All | knew was 
his name and that he used to live by St. Basil’s.” 

“And you thought you could somehow find him?” 

“| didn’t have any other options.” 

My body is telling me the only option | have right now is to 
make her mine. The paranoia I’ve developed because of the 
world | live in is still telling me this is a trap, despite 
everything I’ve seen and heard up to this point. 

“What is this man’s name?” 


“Kirill. Kirill Kuznetsov.” 


My whole body goes numb and | slowly extend my hands, 
finding the top of my desk and steadying myself. 


| see two of my men slide their hands inside their suits at the 
mention of my name. | shake my head slightly and their 
hands recede. 


“And what is your father’s name?” 

“Kurt Kelly.” 

Hearing the man’s name after all these years brings back so 
many memories. And it’s only then that | immediately see 
the resemblance. 

“Your father died?” 

She nods, and | feel like shit for brining it up. 

| slide a hand inside my top desk drawer, shuffling through 
the loose images | have there, printed on old Kodak paper. 
Just seeing the brand name, Kodak, reminds me of my time 
in the country where everything was possible without the 
need to lie, cheat, steal, and bribe, as it seems today in this 
country. Somehow I’ve been able to avoid any of those three 
sins, but most can’t resist the urge, especially when it’s an 
epidemic of our culture. 

| pull out the picture and hold it up in front of my chest. 


“Dad,” she mouths silently. Her eyes rise to meet mine. 
“You mean you're...?” 


| nod. 
“You're no longer alone...” 


“Kennedy,” she says, and it’s only then I realized | never 
asked her name. 


“Kennedy. Your father took me in and treated me like family. 
I’m your family now and you’re safe.” And do I ever want to 
make a family with you starting right now. Did | just lie 
about her being safe, because she is clearly not safe with me 
around. 


| feel like a Kamchatka brown bear, ready to attack anyone 
or anything that stands in my way of absolutely devouring 
her like a fresh salmon swimming upstream to lay eggs. Oh, 
she’s going to mate all right. I’m going to fill her belly with 
my seed over and over and over again. 


For the first time in my life this feeling washes over me, and 
| Know what life is all about. The extremely common and 
popular idea of the pride of a first-born son never made 
sense to me... until now. 

All the concerns | had that this was some sort of trap have 
fallen to the side, my shoulders relaxing and all | want to do 
is wrap this woman up in a big bear hug and let her know 
she’s safe now...forever. And mine. 


“You've had a long day. Let’s show you to your room, get 
you a bath and some food, and allow you to sleep.” 


One of my men steps forward, ready to follow my orders. 
“No, Sergiu. lIl do it. She’s my responsibility, in all ways.” 
Sergiu pulls back slightly, shocked at my words. 


“That’s right,” | repeat. “She’s mine.” 


CHAPTER 3 


Kirill 
Twenty-four hours later 


| kick my feet up on my desk and lean back in my Aeron 
chair, running my hand over the back of my neck. 


It’s been twenty-four hours since Kennedy walked into my 
life, and there’s no way in hell I’m letting her walk out. 


It’s that calm time of the morning, at three a.m. when most 
normal people are sleeping. I’m not normal, and what I’m 
feeling for her is anything but normal. 


| look at the notes in front of me. They’re an amalgamation 
of the license plate number we pulled from security 
cameras, info my buddies at the police station slipped me 
about this organization, and a distinguishing scar the leader 
of this outfit has running across the length of his neck. 


And her. My best attempt at drawing her. | was never great 
at drawing and my handwriting is absolutely atrocious, but 
when | subconsciously draw her it just looks right. It’s so 
damn good it’s like | could win a prize for this. Why? 
Because I’ve never been so focused on anything in my entire 
life. The curve in her hips. Her ample breasts. That look of 
innocence that’s written across her face, and the youthful 
naivety that got her into this mess. And dammit if I’m not 
going to make things right for her, for us. 


Normally at this time of night I’d be packing it in, the sixteen 
plus hour days sucking the life out of me. But not this 
morning. | was energized. Electric. It was like the day | 
opened my casinos years ago. That kind of excitement, but 
even more. 


Because no matter how many billions of dollars flowed 
through our doors, and into our pockets, suddenly it was all 
worthless without her to share it with. 


The idea of falling for a woman would have sounded 
absolutely ludicrous to me just twenty-four hours ago, until 
she was brought through my door. 


| stand, staring out the window and watching the snowfall. | 
have to be patient. After her long flight and her immediate 
ordeal she needs to sleep, to recover. 


| hear footsteps and turn, seeing Sergiu standing in the 
doorway. 


“Is she still sleeping?” 


“| think, boss. | didn’t go in her room like you asked, but the 
door hasn't opened.” 


“Good,” | say, Knowing it’s not like she could escape out the 
window either. She’s resting peacefully, as she always 
should on my watch, under my roof. 


“You want me to go in her room at a certain time if she 
hasn't come out?” 


“No!” | retort sharply. “She’s mine. No one touches her or 
even looks at her.” 


Sergiu takes a step back. | haven’t had a need to get 
aggressive with him in | don’t know how long, but the 
possessive side of me immediately flares whenever the 
thought of another man by her side, doing things for her 
that | will be doing, crosses my mind. 


“Make sure everyone else knows,” | say flatly, trying to calm 
myself. “That’s all for today.” 


“Yes, boss,” Sergiu says, pivots on his heel and is gone in an 
instant. 


| turn back to the window, unable to believe her father is 
dead. We hadn't really kept in touch, but we were still close, 
the result of bonding as young boys, as young men. 


And now his daughter somehow wound up here, as if by fate 
in my care. She’s a young woman now. And | will make her 
mine. My woman. 


| hear footsteps for a second time, but these are much 
lighter. | don’t turn around, but | narrow my gaze in the 
mirror, changing my line of sight from outside, where the 
snow falls over my city, to the reflection, where | see her 
standing in the doorway in a white T-shirt and shorts. 


“You're awake,” | say, unable to turn around as my dick 
immediately springs to life. | bring my hands in front of my 
groin, cupping them, trying to hide the need that’s doing it’s 
best to rip the Italian fabric of my suit pants. 


| turn, facing her, and damn near lose my breath as she rubs 
her eyes with the back of her hands. 


Even fresh out of bed and without a stitch of makeup on 
she’s the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen. The sight of 


her looking so fresh, so innocent, has a low growl coming 
from deep within my belly. Tomorrow, and for the rest of my 
life, | want to wake up next to her. | want to see her like this, 
the look of peacefulness spread across her face. A look | 
know I can provide her for eternity. 


“My body clock is off, but | slept very well.” 
“Good,” | Say. 
“Once | knew you knew my dad | was able to relax.” 


“You will always be relaxed here,” | say taking a step toward 
her. 


“Thank you, but l'Il try my best to be out of your hair as soon 
as possible.” 


“Out of my hair,” | say, approaching her even closer to the 
point my hand comes up and stops just short of her 
beautiful brown locks with the light ends. 


My dick twitches and my forearm tightens, my body 
demanding | knife my hands in her hair and pull her mouth 
into mine. 


But I| can’t, not yet. I’d never force a woman to my own 
whims, even though it’s taking the willpower of a thousand 
Russian Spetsnaz soldiers to hold me back. 


Her eyes widen as she looks into my eyes, surprise washing 
across my face. 


“Do | have something in my hair,” she says in a much softer 
voice. 


| don’t answer at first and finally give the one word answer 
Russians are famous for. “No.” 


Her face reddens and damn does she look adorable. 
Adorable? That word has never even entered my mind 
before this moment in my life. I’m talking like a love-struck 
puppy for Pete’s sake. 


Damn, how I want to tell her how I’m feeling, how she 
belongs to me, but it’s too early. If | was truthful with her 
now I'd scare her to the point she’d be shaking, running for 
the airport faster than Usain Bolt. 


Calm down, boy, | say to myself. 


“| hate to ask for another favor, especially after everything 
you and your men have done, but maybe would you be able 
to loan me the money for a flight back to the States?” 


“No,” | say, my face turning into a snarl. 


She abruptly takes a step back, fear rising up from my 
reaction. It’s not for the reason she thinks though. It’s not 
the money, it’s the thought of her not in my life that’s 
driving me crazy. Just the thought alone is enough for me to 
have our online team hack the damn Moscow airport’s 
control tower and shut down all flights so she can’t escape. 


“| promise l'Il get a job as soon as | land, and pay you back 
as soon as possible. l'Il do any job for money.” 


“You will not do any job for money. As a matter of fact, how 
much did that position online offer you?” 


“The one that flew me here?” 


| nod. 


“It was all-inclusive, meaning | would stay with the family | 
cleaned for, eat for free and everything like that, and have 
two thousand dollars a month in salary.” She pauses. 
“Looking back now, | see it was too good to be true.” 


“It’s not your fault,” | say, finally lowering my hand. “And 
Moscow is one of the most expensive cities in the world, 
even more so than places like New York. Two thousand free 
and clear doesn’t go as far as you might think it would, at 
least not here.” 


“| should have researched it better.” 


“You did all you could based on the time you had and the 
fact that you needed a job quickly.” 


She nods, looking up at me with those unintentional puppy 
dog eyes and | damn near melt. 


“I'll pay you double.” 


“Double? I’m not skilled enough to deserve that kind of 
cash.” 


“Then you'll work more hours so you feel the money is 
deserved,” | lie through my teeth. I’m not going to make my 
woman work hard, only give her a sense of purpose and for 
word to spread that she’s part of our team now, so as | move 
her up the ranks, quickly, she’ll have the needed respect of 
the other members of my staff. As much as I could just 
appoint her to an even better position and demand she be 
treated with respect, | know human nature. | need her to 
have that respect from the others because | must be twenty 


years older than her, and one day when I’m dead and gone, 
all of this will be hers. 


Granted, our sons will be here to protect her and watch over 
her, but | have even bigger plans for her. It’s time to turn 
this empire that I’ve created into a modern day kingdom, 
with her as my queen. 


“Only if I’m being paid the least, because I’m the lowest on 
the totem pole. | want to earn my keep.” She pauses. “And 
just long enough until | have enough money to get a ticket 
and pay a deposit on a place back in the States. Then I'll be 
gone.” 


“| think you'll find Russia very much to your liking... but we 
can discuss that later.” 


“Deal,” she says, jettisoning her hand. 
| reach my hand out, the moment my hand absolutely 
engulfs hers, a bolt of electricity shoots through me as the 


Skin of her tiny palm meets mine. 


| freeze and so does she, until finally | snap out of it and 
shake our hands, her arm still frozen. 


“What will my job be?” she asks, my hand not ready to let 
hers go. 


“A maid...just aS you signed up for when you got on that 
flight.” 


“Good. That’s what! want. Plus it will be interesting to work 
in a casino.” 


“Oh, you’re not going to be working in the casino,” | say to 
the point it’s almost threatening. Calm down, Kirill. Calm 
down. 

“Where will | be working then?” 


“You'll be working... for me.” 


CHAPTER 4 


Kennedy 


This is insane. | should run. | should turn around and run to 
the airport. Do not pass Go. Do not collect two hundred 
dollars. 


But run to where? And with what money? 


There’s just something about Kirill that pulls me in. His big 
frame. His wide shoulders. That bulge in his suit pants that 
he didn’t think | noticed. 


Oh | noticed all right. How could | miss it? 


And what was up with the way he brought his hand to my 
hair, stopping just short and then leaving it there only to 
pull back much, much later? 


It was almost as if he was deciding if he wanted to stroke me 
like a cat, or devour me like a lion. 


We walk through the casino floor towards the employee 
area. It wasn’t an hour ago that he offered me the position 
and now here | am, showered and ready to start my first day, 
but not here at the casino. He just needs me to get a 
uniform and apparently then it’s back up to his place. 


As we walk through the casino all | can see is one scantily 
clad woman with gravity defying breasts and impossible 
waistline after another. 


They all bat their eyes at Kirill, and don’t even think to 
notice me, let alone greet me. 


One of the women literally jumps in front of us as we walk, 
stopping to say what appears to be hello to Kirill, as she runs 
her hands over his lapels. 

“You are not to touch me,” he says in English. 

But she doesn’t give up that easily. 

Her chin drops and she replies submissively, but it doesn’t 
take knowing the Russian language to read her body 


language. She’s trying to seduce him. 


Suddenly | feel Kirill’s hand cloak mine and he maneuvers us 
around her. 


“She seemed interested in wishing you a good morning.” 
“She’s just jealous.” 
“Of what.” 


His eyes move from straight ahead, turning quickly to meet 
mine. “You.” 


The rest of the way the casino floor parts like the Red Sea as 
we move swiftly to the employee room. 


“Everybody out,” he calls out the moment we enter, and 
people scurry. 


“Now,” he says, exhaling hard. “Let’s find you a uniform.” 


He takes a step back and his eyes rake over me from head to 
toe, sending a chill up my spine and goosebumps across my 
skin. He looks at me the way I’d look at my favorite cupcake 
with sprinkles. It’s like he wants to take all of me and ram 
me into his mouth, swallow me whole in one gulp. But on 
the flip side there’s something in his eyes that also says he 
wants to savor me, like something unique, rare, and 
delicate. 


| don’t know what to make of this entire situation, and 
decide to just write it off as him doing a favor for my dad. 
He probably feels sorry for me anyway. 


“Here,” he says, pulling a maid outfit from the shelf, and 
then pulling it out of the plastic. “Try this one. It’s brand 
new.” He pauses. “Just knock when you’re done and I'll 
come back in.” 


“I can step outside.” 
“| don’t want anyone else seeing you.” 


| purse my lips and try not to look agitated. Great, | don’t fit 
the mold of his five foot nine one hundred and fifteen pound 
casino hostesses that look like they stepped out of a Playboy 
club. 


He shows himself out and | look around for cameras. Surely 
a casino like this has them everywhere right? And surely | 
won't be able to see them. 


| shrug my shoulders and say, “What the heck,” under my 
breath. It’s not like there’s going to be a high demand for 
shots of me in my underwear on any corner of the Internet 
anytime soon. 


| slide out of the clothes he loaned me and do my best to 
squeeze into the maid outfit. 


It’s clearly bigger than the cocktail hostess outfits, or any of 
the maid outfits that | saw on the girls we passed walking 
through the casino. 


| move to the mirror and pull the tag out. Size sixteen! No 
wonder | can’t breathe. 


| need an eighteen, and an American eighteen at that. 


Stepping back from the mirror | can see that every curve is 
clearly outlined, my tits are about ready to pop out of the 
top, and my ass looks huge. I’m sure every girl probably 
thinks that when she tries on almost any form fitting clothes, 
but this is real. I’m seriously struggling here. 


| move to the shelf and sort through what’s there. “Go 
figure,” | mumble. This is easily the biggest uniform left. 


I’m not in a position to look a gift horse in the mouth, so | 
move to the door and prepare to knock on it three times. 
But the second my hand makes the first tap, he’s yanking it 
open, staring me down on the other side. 


If his eyes were raking across my body before then he’s 
really giving me the once over now... make that twice... and 
then three times. 


“You look...” he says, shaking his head as he rolls his lips like 
he’s preparing to eat. 


“Fat in this uniform. That’s how | look.” 


“Fucking amazing is how you look. Now change back into 
your clothes and let’s get out of here.” 


“Change back? You know how hard it was to squeeze into 
this?” 


“You are not walking across the casino floor, for all to see, in 
that outfit.” 


“Oh, sorry,” | say more than sarcastically. “I wouldn’t want 
to ruin your amazing casino’s brand image, or god forbid 
your reputation.” 

He eyes me curiously, his head cocking to the side. 


“Is that what you think?” 


“What I think? Do you think I’m blind? Do you think I can’t 
put two and two together and get four?” 


“You think because of those other women that—” 


“That you don’t want to be seen with someone like me. Yes! 
That’s exactly what I think. Scratch that. It’s not what | 
think, it’s what | know.” 


His arms shoot out, grabbing the sides of my upper arms 
firmly, yet not enough to totally scare me. 


| am afraid and nervous of what’s going to come next. And 
surprisingly... turned on. 


His dominance scares and excites me at the same time, and 
| feel my panties moisten as he just stares at me, preparing 
to say something of importance. 


“Those women out there are nothing more than pawns. 
They choose to dress that way because they receive bigger 
tips from the men here.” He pauses. “They can wear 
whatever they want, but they choose to wear that particular 
outfit. They all order from the same place. All | ask is that 
they’re more or less uniform. You... you’re different. You're 
special.” 


“Yeah, right.” I’m still not at all convinced. 


“You know what I'd give for a real woman? One|! can take to 
dinner and not embarrass me, and the host, by pecking at 
her food like a bird? What I’d give for a woman with a 
brain? How it would make me feel to be able to switch to 
English with her whenever | want and all those ears that are 
constantly listening just immediately get shut out of the 
conversation, not to mention knocking them down a peg 
because we all know the most attractive quality is 
intelligence. And you’ve got intelligence, and looks, in 
Spades.” 


“Oh do I?” 


“| did some research on those men who abducted you. 
They’re low level thugs, but apparently growing quickly, 
which is why | never heard of them. You know how many 
women have escaped from there?” 


He waits, forcing me to answer. “I don’t know.” 

“No one does, because no one ever has, until you. And no 
one knows you've escaped either. They haven’t reached out 
to any other organized crime outfits to find you. They’re 
probably embarrassed, and scared.” 


“Good, because that’s how they made me feel.” 


| can physically see him getting enraged, a vein in his neck 
throbbing and his jaw so hardened you could cut glass with 
his jawline or chin. “And I’m going to get the revenge you 
deserve, and set however many women they have under 
their thumb right now, free.” He pauses. “But back to the 
point at hand. You were clever enough, and tough enough, 
to escape. Add that to the fact that you’re young, beautiful, 
and incredibly resilient. Hell, you’re beautiful without even 
trying and you don’t even know it. What’s that American 
song?” he ponders. “She don’t know she’s beautiful? It’s 
been made and remade more times than | can remember, 
and why? Because that’s every man’s fantasy, no matter 
their origin, nationality, color, what have you. A beautiful 
woman without attitude is as rare as they come these days.’ 


, 


“Well, | may not have attitude, but I’m far from beautiful.” 


“Is that what you think?” he asks, closing the distance 
between us even more. 


| nod my head, unsure of what he’s planning on doing next. 


“I’m the boss around here and what | say goes without 
question. | say you’re beautiful, so you’re beautiful.” 


| feel my cheeks heat and a big part of me wants to believe 
his words. When | look into his eyes, and scan his face he 
seems genuine at all times, including now. 


“But saying is one thing,” he resumes. “Proving it with 
action is another.” 


“How can you prove it with action?” 


“Just like this,” he says, and he pulls me into him, his lips 
crashing down on mine. 


CHAPTER 5 


Kirill 


“Make sure everyone in the casino knows she’s mine, that 
I’m taken. | don’t need anymore incidents like the one that 
happened an hour ago.” 


“Yes, sir,” comes through the phone and | click the end 
button. 


Looking up over my computer | see Kennedy enter my office 
in her maid outfit. Every ounce of me tightens, a shooting 
sensation coursing through my veins. My cock instantly 
goes hard looking at her in that curve-hugging outfit, and 
fantasies immediately fill my brain. 


“We,” | begin, but my mouth is too dry. | swallow, trying to 
get some saliva in my mouth so I can even speak. “We need 
to order you some clothes for when you’re not working.” 


“It’s fine. | can just wash what I have.” 


“You only have one outfit, plus your work outfit. That’s not 
going to cut it.” 


“It’s okay. Really.” 
Everything that she is and low maintenance too? How is this 


woman not getting marriage proposals by the hour, by the 
minute? 


“Listen sweetheart, that’s not how things work around here. 
What I say goes,” | say, leaning back in my chair. 


A moment passes and | expect to see fear in her eyes but 
suddenly she bursts out laughing. She laughs at me in my 
own office. The same office where I’ve made grown men wet 
themselves and even spilled blood on occasion. I’m not sure 
if I’m absolutely appalled by this, finding it incredibly 
reckless and callous, or | find it incredibly refreshing and a 
huge turn on. In all honesty, more of the latter. 


“Come here,” | demand, putting the back of my hand to her 
and motioning her over with four fingers. 


She stands still for a second and then moves closer. 
“Closer,” | urge her, and she moves around behind my desk, 
looking at me as if the air back here is different, if by 
crossing the threshold of my desk she’s entering the bear’s 
lair. 


But she comes. 


“Pick out whatever you like,” | say proudly, letting her know 
| can provide for her in all ways. 


“| don’t need much,” she says, adding just a few T-shirts and 
pants to the cart, and then a jacket. 


| quickly click on some nice dresses, a pair of heels, pajamas, 
and then I click over to the bra and panty page, selecting a 
few items and using the opportunity to run my eyes over her 
body. 


She laughs. “Do you even know anything about women’s 
sizing?” 


“No,” | confess, a smirk covering my face. I’m completely 
clueless. 


“Why did you pick size one for me in everything you put in 
the cart?” 


“Because you're one of a kind.” 


She pulls back, inspects my sincerity and pauses. “Thank 
you. | don’t remember anyone ever saying something that 
nice about me.” 


“You've been hanging out with the wrong people. You’re 
with me now, so better get used to it.” 


“Is that a threat?” she teases back. 
“It’s a promise,” | give right back to her. 


She leans forward and clicks on the cart button to change 
the sizes, but the only size I’m worried about is running my 
thick cock through her cleavage, which is dangerously close 
to brushing against the back of my hand. 


Fuck! If | turn my hand over | could squeeze her tits, pull 
her to me, and ravish her right here and now. 


Our kiss at the casino is lingering in the air, but neither of us 
is talking about it. She’s definitely loosened up though. 
She’s playful and borderline cocky, and do I ever fucking like 
it. 


“That’s more than enough. Thank you. lIl start cleaning 
now if you can just tell me where the duster and supplies 
are.” 


“On the top shelf, right over there in that closet,” I say, 
pointing to a side wall which has an unnoticeable door that 
pops out when you press on it. 


“What cabinet?” 
“Press against the wall and you'll see.” 


| watch as she walks over, noticing there’s a lot more sway in 
her hips than there was at the casino. 


| imagine my hands grabbing her by the waist as | ram into 
her from behind, filling her with my seed, breeding with her, 
making a family with her. Forever. 


There’s just some sort of angst that’s greater than what 
you'd find in an Anton Chekhov story racking my brain right 
now. That Russian tragedy that is so prevalent in our 
culture. Something about seeing her, but not being able to 
touch. It’s just not right. 


“Pretty snazzy,” she says when the wall pops open. 
“I've got all kinds of surprises you haven’t even seen yet.” 


“I'll keep my eyes peeled,” she says, just before she goes on 
her tiptoes to reach up for what she needs. 


The way her body looks when her calves are flexed, and the 
bottom of that French maid uniform comes up, damn near 
exposing the bottom crease of her ass has me feeling 
completely territorial over her. I’d be the angriest man in 
the world if she was doing this at the casino and someone 
else laid eyes on her...eyes I’d have to rip out with my bare 
hands. 


She grabs what she needs and comes back down flat 
footed. “This uniform is too tight.” 


No, you’re making my balls pull up tight and I’m 
dangerously close to spilling my seed in my pants like a 
horny teenager. 


“It’s just right,” | say. How can it be wrong when it’s 
attached to her? It can’t. It never can. 


| fiddle with the online shopping cart as | watch her out of 
the corner of my eye as she’s cleaning. | don’t know if l'm a 
hawk hunting its prey, or I’m just a creepy stalker trying to 
avoid detection. Either way if she didn’t already detect my 
need for her in my pants when she came around behind my 
desk then she sure would now if | stand up, which is not 
happening right now. 


My groin throbs in pain, in need, for her. 


| watch that amazing body of hers twist and turn as she 
cleans with a sense of pride. She should. All this will be half 
hers...Soon, very soon. 


She goes to dust a statue and the arm catches her feather 
duster and it drops to the floor. She bends over to retrieve it 
and all hell breaks loose inside my mind when | see her ass, 
the juicy peach that it is, right in my line of sight. It’s like 
that outfit was made for her, and it somehow makes her 
perfect apple bottom even more perfect, if that’s possible. 


My dick twitches and | put my palm on top of it underneath 
my desk, trying to control the fucker. The last thing | need 
right now is her looking at me trying to control the savage 

erection in my slacks. 


She turns to look at me, damn near catching me in the act, 
her gaze narrowing. 


“You think I’m some sort of bad guy. | can see it in the way 
you look at me.” 


She doesn’t reply. 


“That’s not what I’m about. I’m a businessman who makes 
decisions that impact people’s lives.” | pause. “Those 
women at the casino? They were all trafficked, just like you. 
We brought them back from places like Dubai, Singapore, 
and even New York, and gave them a new life here. Many of 
them wear those skimpy outfits because it’s all that they 
know after years of being treated in a way no human being 
should be treated. It’s a fate that no one should face, and it 
pisses me off beyond end.” | pause again, feeling my pulse 
rising as my fingertips grind into my palms. “They do it 
because they get more tips, but what they really need is 
more time around you.” 


“Around me?” 

“Exactly.” 

“What in the world could | do for them?” 

“They think those men just want them for their bodies, but 
they’re wrong. They’re missing the big picture. Those men 
are lonely, and they want playful banter more than 
anything. A woman who puts it all out there on display is 


not appealing to any man that | know.” 


“Impossible.” 


“It’s counterintuitive, but true. What a man really wants, 
what really brings him alive, is the back and forth with a 
witty woman who knows what he wants.” 


“I’m not so sure.” 
“Oh, | am.” 


She inspects me with those baby blues. “Why would you 
say that?” 


“Because all my life I’ve had those woman throwing 
themselves at me and not once, not even for a single 
moment, did | even consider taking them up on their offers, 
whatever those might entail.” 


“But that’s you. You need a challenge.” 

“You're only half right.” 

“Oh, I’m right.” 

“You're right, all right,” | say, standing up and no longer 
giving a damn about her seeing just what she does to me, 
the need she arises in me. “You're exactly right for me, and 
you're the challenge of a lifetime.” 

“You're just curious because I’m different.” 

“You're not just different,” | say moving closer to her. “You’re 


one of a kind and it’s time | showed you just what that 
means.” 


CHAPTER 6 


Kennedy 


| look up at Kirill, the light from the window casting a 
shadow off his square jawline. | can imagine his face, and 
body, being sculpted and on display at The Hermitage up in 
St. Petersburg... yet he says he wants me? 


Even at this early hour he has a five o’clock shadow and a 
look in his eyes that makes me wonder if he slept at all last 
night, or if he was up thinking about me? 


| can image the scruff on that jaw of his brushing in-between 
my thighs, getting me to a point I’ve never been before. | 
was itching to run my hands along his face, wanting to feel 
his rough masculinity in my soft hands. 


Even still, his black hair with a few streaks of grey is 
perfectly, yet nonchalantly, swept to the side, only 
accentuating his striking features. 


And despite being a man, a real man, his lips were full and 
kissable, and my mind was racing with all the things he 
could do to me with those lips, and his tongue, while that 
scruff on his face brushed against the inside of my thighs. 


| try and swallow, but my mouth is dry. | want to tell him 
what | want, and what he needs to know if this is going to go 
down, but my vocal cords are betraying me. 


| can feel my heart thundering against my rib cage so hard it 
felt like a hammer slamming into steel, pressed against an 


anvil. | swear he could hear it, because | sure could feel it. 
Thud, thud. Thud, thud. Thud, thud. 


Part of me wanted this so bad, but another part of me 
wondered how this could really work out. Was this just a one 
time thing... something he tells young, naive girls like me? 
Or was this real, like | was hoping, and feeling. 


| just didn’t want to get the wool pulled over my eyes and 
feel that kind of heartbreak. Not now. Not ever. 


| can just do my job, get my money, and go back to the 
States, just racking this up as a crazy situation that | was 
fortunate to escape from, with my life. 


Or | can remember the good things dad said about Kirill. He 
didn’t talk about him much, but when he did mention his 
name it was always preceded with a genuine smile, and a 
kind of reverence for another person that wasn’t common for 
my dad. 


If he were here he would want this just as much as | do. 


Before my mind has time to question anything more his lips 
find mine and he devours me hungrily. The voice in the 
back of my head quiets and | melt into him, kissing him with 
the same reckless abandon he’s showing me, causing my 
nipples to harden and my clit to throb...and he hasn’t even 
touched me in either spot... yet. 


| couldn’t catch my breath, the air in the room heavy with 
the scent of two animals in lust, a feral attraction for each 
other. 


“Kennedy,” he moans into my mouth and | feel my pussy 
contract, coming up empty. 


| raise my hands up and cup his face as both his hands find 
mine, pulling my lips into his even harder as he claims me 
possessively, before pulling back. 


“Damn, you’re incredible,” he says, staring me in the eye 
like a man who’s completely out of his mind, his pupils 
dilating as they stay locked on mine like a heat seeking 
missile. “I tried to wait...tried to give you some job so | 
could bide time and not look like | was completely gone for 
you, but | am...and this facade of a maid job only lasted, 
what? Ten minutes?” 


“What makes you think the two of us can’t last longer?” 


He takes one of my hands instantly, bringing it to his chest 
and holding it there. “You feel that?” 


“Yes,” | exhale softly. 
“No one has ever done that to me. No one, but you.” 


“But what about tomorrow, and the day after that? And the 
year after that? And then the next decade?” 


“I'm thirty-nine years old. | know who I am and what | want. 
| don’t waffle and | don’t waiver. When | see something | 
want | go for it with everything I’ve got. The only time I ever 
didn’t | regret already.” 


“When was that?” 


“This morning when I took you to get an outfit for that fake 
job | created just for you, just to fulfill my fantasy of having 


you here, in my office so | could watch you.” 
“So you didn’t waver then?” 
“| did, because | could have already made you mine.” 


He pulls me in again, claiming me hard, but this time his 
hands find my globes, kneading my glutes hard before he 
lifts me off the ground like my body is completely 
inconsequential, not struggling at all as if I’m light asa 
feather. My legs immediately wrap around his waist. 


Seconds later | feel my back pressed against the wall, but 
this wall doesn’t pop open to reveal a secret cabinet, or 
hideaway, or whatever other tricks he might have up his 
sleeve. 


“What if’ after “what if’ shoots through my brain again, but 
they’re quickly dismissed thanks to the heat between us. 


“| claimed you in front of my entire organization, my entire 
staff, everyone. That is a big fucking deal in the world | 
occupy,” he growls into my mouth. 


“What organization is that?” | say, pulling back. 

“Not everything that seems bad is bad, as | tried to explain.” 
“| need you to explain what you are now, who you are now. 
You're not just my dad’s exchange student friend from years 
ago.” 


“I’m that and l'Il always be that, but yes, things have 
changed.” 


“Change how? Are you... mafia?” 


“Do | lead an organized crime syndicate that will do 
whatever it takes to protect what we built, what we believe 
in? You’re damn right, just like l'Il always put myself in the 
way of harm should any come your way, as any man should 
for his woman. But I can guarantee you, you’re safe with 
me?” 


“How can | be sure?” 
“You have my word, and my word means everything.” 


| don’t want to question him and apparently he can read it in 
my eyes. 


“I can go on and on about how everything is bulletproof this, 
and armored that, and even how | have close ties with the 
Kremlin, and Putin’s influence isn’t going anywhere anytime 
soon. But the fact of the matter is l'm aman who holds 
certain beliefs to be unbreakable, just like my word. And 
when | tell the first woman in my life that she’s mine, you, 
that means everything, just like you mean everything.” 


Butterflies flutter in my stomach at his strong confession, 
and it’s far from his last... there’s more. 


“I've wanted you since the moment | laid eyes on you. | was 
pissed that one of my men was there to save you, to pick 
you up and touch you with his hands and not me. | know 
you’re younger than me. | Know you’re my old friend’s 
daughter, a friend | haven’t kept in the closest of contact 
over the years, but still a friend. A friend is someone you 
would never cross... someone who’s family you watch over. 
And how can I be more honorable than to make his flesh and 
blood my flesh and blood...and then we make our own flesh 
and blood...together?” 


He takes a deep breath in and turns his head to the side to 
exhale it, bringing my mind back into the room, and not just 
inside his head and his words. It’s only now | realize just 
how close our faces were that whole time, and surprisingly 
how comfortable it made me. 


My social anxiety, if you’d call it that, extends to people 
being in my personal space, noise when I’m trying to read, 
and most certainly when people even pat me on the back or 
want to give mea hug. Yet here! am, his hands cupping my 
ass and my back against the wall as his entire body is just 
inches from mine. And my legs are wrapped around his 
waist, dangling because he’s got me and the thought of him 
letting me go isn’t even in my mind one bit. 


The air was so thick it would be like trying to swim through a 
swamp full of quicksand, and | was drowning all right...in his 
words, his promises, the code by which he lives his life, and 
everything about him. 


“You might be asking yourself if this is just some passing 
desire. Don’t. This is real. This is everything. I’m in love 
with you, and there’s nothing anyone can or will ever do to 
change that. And I won’t stop until you are mine.” 


Kirill loves me. He. Loves. Me. 


CHAPTER 7 


Kirill 


That was it. | put myself out there plain as day so she knows 
exactly where | stand. 


I’m aman who knows what he wants and | want her more 
than anything in the world. | pause, waiting for her reaction. 


“You love me?” 


“| never speak unless I’m certain, and | never say something 
| don’t absolutely believe in with everything I’ve got. 


| swallow hard. “And I’m certain | love you, and you can 
believe in that...forever. You're mine, and only mine. I’ve 
never wanted anyone so badly in my life. Hell, just the 
thought of another man looking at you drives me crazy, has 
rage rushing through my veins and savage thoughts of 
violence pulsing in my skull.” 


| could feel my breathing kick up another notch, the look on 
her face at my words turning me on even more, even though 
| thought | was already at my peak. She brings out things in 
me | didn’t even know about myself. 

Slowly her mouth moves until she lightly bites her lower lip. 


“Even if you tell me to stay away | wouldn’t be able to. 
That’s the truth. You drive me absolutely crazy, woman.” 


She exhales hard. 


“Tell me you want this too?” 
She nods. 


“Say it. | want to hear it slide off those sweet, gorgeous lips 
of yours.” 


“| do.” 
“You do what?” | growl, damn near ready to explode. 


“| want you, Kirill. | want you more than you could know. 
The stories my dad told...the way you look at me with such 
passion in your eye, heck in your whole being...the life you 
live never having to worry about anything because you’re so 
dominant, so alpha, and so feared yet revered by all.” 


“There are plenty of worries in my life, but when I’m with 
you they all disappear. And they will never find their way to 
you. l'Il handle anything and everything. All you have to 
take care of is the family we will have together, and my 
raging need for you, but that’s an impossible task.” 


“I can try my best, but | have to tell you something about 
that. | need you to know things might not be perfect at the 
beginning.” 


“It is the beginning and you are perfect,” | snarl. “Anyone 
that tells you otherwise can come see me, and they'll never 
be seen or heard from again.” 


“It’s not that, it’s just that, well... you know this is my first 
time, right?” she whispers. 


| groan and my eyes close as my head falls forward into the 
crook of her neck. “A virgin,” | snarl. “Mine and only mine... 
always.” 


“Fuck, I’m so hard for you, Kennedy,” | moan into her ear. “I 
have to be inside you, need to claim you. Absolutely must 
fuck you until you can’t walk straight, until you’re pregnant 
with my baby.” 


“Then do it, Kirill. Fuck me and fuck me good, the way you 
want to, because that’s exactly what | want.” 


“Then that’s exactly what I’m going to do,” | growl, quickly 
moving us toward the desk. 


CHAPTER 8 


Kennedy 


It’s like all the air has been sucked out of the room. | can’t 
breathe, can’t think, and thank god he’s the one who's 
supporting me because there’s no way I'd be able to put one 
foot in front of the other. 


He was like a beast, a savage predator that had crawled out 
of his cave after a lifelong hibernation just waiting to devour 
its prey. But that prey was me, and only me. 


With my legs wrapped around his waist he carries me to his 
desk, sitting me down on the thick wood and quickly lifting 
up the bottom of my maid outfit. 


| could feel the air on my panties, which he quickly jerks to 
the side, exposing me to someone for the first time. 


But he’s not someone, or anyone, he’s everything. 


He moans and then licks straight up my slit making my 
blood boil like molten lava, like he poured gasoline on a fire 
that was already raging out of control. 


He’s hungry, so hungry for me, and | whimper at the 
sensitivity when he slides his tongue inside my wet channel, 
finding all those untouched nerves for the first time. 


My head falls back and my hands try to support me by 
pressing hard against the desk, but I’m lightheaded already. 


“My pussy,” he moans into my hole as he feasts on my 

flesh. His tongue slide up and flicks my nub, before taking it 
into his mouth and swirling it around. Then does a figure 
eight before sucking it in, blowing on it, and flicking it some 
more. 


“I'm close, Kirill,” | whimper, even though I’ve never had an 
orgasm to compare it too. | don’t need experience, | just 
know, like | know he’s the man for me. 


“Come on my face so I can claim your cherry and show you 
what you’re going to be getting every day for the rest of 
your life.” 


My hips thrust into his face and my thighs squeeze against 
his skull. 


“More,” he demands. “Grind your cunt into my face. Give it 
to me.” 


| do as I’m told only to feel the vibrations in my whole body 
as he snarls, “More!” 


It’s more than | can handle and | feel a wave wash over me 
just before my hips buck wildly and my hands give out. 


His hand comes out of nowhere, catching my fall and easing 
my back and head onto the desk as my body spasms and he 
drinks from my fountain... every last drop. 


“Oh my god. What just happened?” | say as my chest 
heaves and the ceiling spins. | swear my arms are numb. 


“What happened is...you’re mine, or at least that’s just a 
small preview of you being mine. There’s so much more to 
come, more than you can handle.” 


“I'm ready to try,” | whimper, still completely gassed. 


Slowly he straightens his legs and leans in, his cock pressing 
against my body showing me just how long, thick, and 
needy he is in the moment. 


“Good, because there’s a whole lot more | have to give you.” 


My skin is covered in goosebumps and | feel a bead of sweat 
fall from my forehead and onto the table. 


“I'm ready,” | say. 


“What do you say then?” he asks, his head moving back as 
he stares down at me through narrow slits. His eyelids so 
stressed, so tight, that he looks like a wild cat stalking its 
victim. 


“Please what?” 
“Please fuck me right now,” | demand. 


Without wasting one more second he grabs his zipper and 
yanks it down, his bulge protruding out through the hole, 
but it’s not enough. He jerks his belt buckle open and then 
off. “For later,” he says as the leather and platinum hit the 
floor. 


He shoves his hand inside his underwear and yanks out his 
massive member. “I’ve been saving this all my life for you 
and only you.” 


His eyes move down to my still exposed pussy. | can feel my 
slit half covered and half not by my panties. But a second 


later it’s bare, as his hand darts in, grabs the fabric and 
yanks it clean down my thighs and off my legs. 


“Fuck, you’re so wet for me.” He stares at me. “And | know 
my tongue cleaned you until you were bone dry.” 


“Yes, this is new. This is for you. This is my body welcoming 
you, inviting you to take me. To stick that in me so we’re 
connected as one.” 


“So it’s impossible to tell where one of us ends and the other 
begins,” we say in unison, but there are no smiles or laughs 
at the synchronized timing of our words. Only hunger, and 
the promise of forever. 


He fists his bulging erection, bringing the crown right to my 
entrance. “I want to go slow. | want to open you slowly, and 
give you a chance to adjust, but | know | can’t.” 

“Good, because everything about you is so dominant it’s 
clear that the world needs to adjust to your presence, not 
the other way around.” 

He smirks and | almost lose it. 


“Adjust to our presence now,” he corrects me. “Time to get 
used to it.” 


“I'll never get used to you, to the feelings you give me.” 
We hold each other's gazes for a long moment, knowing this 
is the final time we’re in this world as individuals. Once he 


claims me we’re one. There’s no going back. 


“| want to tear you to pieces.” 


“| know. | want it too.” 

| feel myself dripping with need for him as he scissors his 
cock through my folds, my hips trying to flex up to will him 
inside me, but he’s too strong, too powerful. 

“You ready to become one?” 


I nod. “Yes, forever.” 


He leans in, his lips stopping a hairsbreadth from mine as his 
other hand finds the desk, steadying himself. 


“Forever starts, right...now!” he says as he pushes inside me 
in one thrust. 


Everything, every part of me changes forever. 

| can’t breathe. | see a white light flash in front of my eyes, 
and as it peels back | see his face. And then his lips touch 
mine, but | can’t kiss him back. 

I’m paralyzed, filled, complete. 

“You okay?” he asks, with sincere empathy in his voice. 
“Uh huh,” | moan. 

“I’m not,” he says. 

“What?” | question with anger. 


“Because I’m fucking perfect for the first time in my life.” 


My worry and anger quickly slide into bliss, but as he slides 
his cock slowly out of my channel the vacuum that’s created 


pisses me off like nothing ever has before. 


| reach for his hips, trying to pull him back inside me but 
he’s much, much too strong. 


“You want more, my woman?” he growls possessively. 
“Always.” 


“And always is exactly how often my woman will get what 
she wants,” he says through gritted teeth, sliding back 
inside me. 


The discomfort slowly melts away, the sensation of him 
opening my walls, the nerve endings experiencing 
something completely foreign to them taking over, takes 
hold. 


It hurt a bit at first, but only in the best kind of way. 

“| feel so complete, so full with your cock buried inside me.” 
“Good,” he growls. “Then let’s bury me inside you over and 
over and over again,” he suggests, his thrusts increasing in 
speed and tenacity. 

He rests his forehead on mine, but before long it’s an all out 
fuckfest, my back sliding up and down on his desk as he 


rams his thick rod inside me. 


“Oh fuck, Kirill,” | cry out, causing him to howl like a wolf as 
he buries himself in me time and time again. 


“You...oh— kay...” he asks as his hips hammer away like a 
piston. 


“Uh—huh,” | manage to get out. 


“Good, because there’s no way | could stop even if a million 
crane hooks were attached to my back, all of them trying to 
pull me away from you.” 


“Fuck, this feels so good,” | call out. 


In and out his dick slides, the friction making my entire body 
even hotter, until suddenly he grips my waist hard and stuffs 
everything he’s got inside me. 


| thought | already had it all, but how wrong | was. 


“I’m gonna come inside you,” he calls out as his fingers dig 
into my skin, forewarning me of the bruises that will be 
coming. 


Good, | want to be marked by him. 


Suddenly his whole body convulses and | feel a hot geyser 
explode inside me. My body reacts immediately as my walls 
tighten around him milking him as | explode all over his 
cock, which continues to throw seed inside me, planting our 
first child, which will grow inside me. 


Then he falls forward onto my chest, both of us gasping for 
air. 


| try to lift my arms to wrap them around him, but I can’t. | 
just let this euphoria wash over me, taking it all in. | can 
feel his heart thumping wildly against my own chest, our 
beats in rhythm. 


“| love you,” he says again. 


“| love you so fucking much,” | say with everything I’ve got, 


never having felt so happy in my entire life, and the reason 
why was clear. 


Him... correction... us. 


CHAPTER 9 


Kirill 

The next day 
“Ready, boss?” Sergiu asks. 
| nod. 
“You can’t tell me where you’re going?” she asks. 
“Business is business and | like | told you, and like | promise 
you always, | will never bother you with frivolous things. 
And everything that is a problem is frivolous, because | will 


handle it swiftly and with stunning finality.” 


“But how can it be frivolous if you’re making a big deal 
about it?” 


| motion to Sergiu and he wisely leaves the room, shutting 
the door of my office behind him. 


“Beautiful,” | say, cupping her face. “I will tell you when | 
return, but not before. Do you understand?” 


She nods without me needing to guide her head in that 
direction. 


“There’s something about this life that you’re now a part of 
that you must always understand. The life we will share 
together, but also the business I’m in, the country | live in. 
It’s our culture, the way we Survive, and the way we 


communicate.” | pause. “We must never question the other 
in front of other people. Behind closed doors is where all 
issues are resolved, not that there will ever be anymore after 
this one thing. We must always be united when we step 
out. And this is not something you will have to think about, 
it will come naturally to you because we will be. If it’s 
forced, even for one second, there’s a problem in our 
relationship and | will not tolerate that. | will always fix it. 
Not only that but others will see it as a weakness and a 
potential area to find a crack and hammer at it until it’s a 
hole. And we will not have holes. One. Forever.” 


She nods again. 
“Good,” | say, kissing her on the forehead. “I must go now.” 
“Can you kiss me before you go?” 


“| will kiss you now and when I return | will cover your body 
in kisses, you will see.” 


| grab her by the waist and pull her off the floor so she’s eye- 
level with me, kissing her hard and passionately, my need 
immediately rising up, but | can’t answer the call right now. 
There’s another much more important call | already made, 
and now it’s time to follow through on it. 


“I'll be back as soon as I can. | promise you, and you know 
my promise is always good.” 


“Okay,” she says, and I see the pain in her eyes, my fists 
tightening. The fact that | have to leave her for one second 
pisses me the fuck off, and I’m going to make the bastard 
who caused this pay even more than he’s already going to. 


| move toward the door, not looking back because | know if | 
do I won't be able to leave and do what must be done. I'll 
take her, and pick right up where we left off yesterday, last 
night, and well into this morning. 


But what is to be done now ensures the rest of our lives are 
peaceful, that our family is safe, and this isn’t a task | can 
delegate. 


r 


This is personal, and I’m not going along for the ride. I’m 


going alone to do this... myself. 


CHAPTER 10 


Kennedy 


| stare at the clock on the wall, lying in the bed that Kirill 
made me his not twenty-four hours ago. We had reckless 
sex and tender love. We had hours together and | want that 
back. | don’t want him gone, and thoughts of what might 
happen to him dance in my head when I'd rather be dancing 
privately with him, in the nude, here in his room. 


Our room. 


The thought of it still sends chills up my spine. It’s so new 
and so fast, and so unlike anything | could have ever 
expected. 


And I need to set some expectations for myself and act like 
an adult, despite my mere eighteen years of life experience. 


Earlier a few of the girls came by and said hello. They were 
extremely friendly this time and offered to take time for us 
to get to know one another. | didn’t commit because | 
wasn’t sure what Kirill would say. It makes me realize | need 
to stand on my own two feet and make decisions for myself, 
despite being the woman of such a powerful man. 


| don’t want to be a kept woman, | want to make my own 
achievements, to spread my wings and fly on my own. And | 
know I will, once Kirill does what he needs to do and returns 
and everything becomes clear. 


As | look at the floor and see the oversized mirror that fell, 
yet somehow didn’t break, a smile covers my face. Kirill 
took me so savagely that the mirror fell from the wall, and 
we didn’t even notice the thud. He says it weighs nearly two 
hundred pounds and was mounted with industrial grade 
screws. Oh, he knows a thing or two about screws, 
considering the way he twisted his hips while he slid his rod 
deep inside me, the pleasure immense. 


But | had to know what it was about me that drives him so 
wild. Despite everything he’d told me, and shown me, it just 
didn’t add up. He mostly repeated what he’d already said at 
that moment when I'd asked him in the wee hours of the 
morning, but now it suddenly makes sense. 


This is an entirely different culture, one that doesn’t always 
look at the body as a sex object, as so many men in the west 
seem to do, despite the games they try and play to pretend 
like that’s not exactly what they’re doing. 


This country is old school. It’s about family, a connection, 
and a feeling. 


Do I think I’m pretty? Like most women, not really. I’m not 
beating myself up over it, but I’d say I’m average, and I’m 
comfortable with that. 


But Kirill doesn’t, and his fascination with me is sincere and | 
know it will be lasting. 


If anything the way he makes me feel only makes me feel 
better about myself, and | know that’s already radiating 
outward. | don’t want to sound like a new age hippie, but 
it’s real. | feel more beautiful when he’s near, so! am more 
beautiful. 


He’s a real man, one who empowers his woman without 
drawing attention to it, without me even necessarily 
realizing it, and he never asks for any kind of thanks or 
anything like that. 


The wisdom and experience of his age is beyond attractive, 
and he pulls me in like a magnet. 


Suddenly the door flies open. “You're back!” 
“Come to me. | need you in my arms, woman.” 


| jump out of bed like a rocket, flying across the room and 
allowing myself to melt into his big body. 


“What happened? Is everything okay?” 


He kisses me on top of the head. “It is done. That man will 
never bother you, or anyone again. Neither will those that 
work for him.” 


“You had him arrested?” 


He says nothing until | pull back slightly, giving myself 
enough room to look up at him. 


“This is Russia. There is a different kind of law. We handle 
things in different ways. The last thing our country needs is 
to pay for a man like that to sit in jail for the rest of his life, 
costing the taxpayers millions of dollars by the time he 
finally takes his last breath.” 


“So... your” 


“Please, these are not questions you should worry about or 
ask. Just know you are safe, always. And the best part of 


this story...the women he had,” he pauses, gritting his 
teeth. “Those women will undergo therapy now, at a clinic 
that | own. And then they will be offered jobs in the casino... 
well paying jobs. Or when they successfully complete their 
therapy they can also choose to go their own way and go 
about their lives, as free people.” 


“That’s...incredible. Wonderful,” | say, not even realizing I’m 
inspecting him for wounds or blood splatters or anything like 
that. But he notices. 

“I'm fine. Not a hair on my head has been harmed.” He 
pauses. “And like I said, you are free now too. Everyone 
wins.” 

“So that’s it?” 

“That’s it. It’s been taken care of in totality. You’re free. Free 
to do as you please now.” He pauses again. “Now if you will 
excuse me, | must make a phone call to my associates.” 


| nod, but it’s more than forced. 


He turns and leaves the bedroom. 


CHAPTER 11 


Kirill 


Not only do I inform the other criminal and government 
heads what I’ve done with that low life scum and his crew, 
but also that Kennedy is my woman. | will marry her next 
month and they are all invited. 


I'd do it today, but | want her to have time and enjoy the 
anticipation of our upcoming wedding, the one she doesn’t 
even know is happening... yet. 


“Thank you,” | say, aS Sergiu brings me the ring | ordered 
this morning from a lifelong friend, and jeweler. 


| inspect it for perfection, making a mental note to tip my 
friend generously. It pays to have good friends, money, and 
connections. The fact that he could prepare this ring so 
quickly reminds me of everything | have, and shows me in 
some ways | had nothing, until | found her. 


And if informing all the important figures in Moscow that 
she’s mine isn’t enough, this ring will be a constant 
reminder to them, to her, to me, and the world. 


Word will also spread what | personally did to that man, how 
| dragged it out and watched the pain he experienced. The 
only thing that pisses me off is that he’s still not suffering. 
He could be tortured for a hundred lifetimes and it still 
wouldn’t make up for the lies and abuse he put those 
women through. 


Disgusting. 


But that’s handled now, as are my phone calls. And now it’s 
time to show her who she belongs to, in the symbolic way 
we humans around the world do... by putting this big rock of 
a diamond on her finger, and making sure it stays there, like 
the smile on her face, forever. 


| stand quickly, the chair sliding backwards as | move to the 
bedroom and push the door open so hard it damn near slams 
against the wall, breaking through the door stopper. 


My excitement is beyond high to have this moment with her, 
and start our forever in yet another way. 


But she’s sliding into her coat and there’s a tear running 
down her cheek. 


“Where are you going? What’s wrong?” | ask, stuffing the 
small, velvet box into my pocket. 


Anger rips through me, accompanied by a million questions. 
“l'm leaving.” 

“You're leaving? Like hell you are. And you were trying to 
sneak out too. What’s going on? What’s wrong. We can 


solve this.” 


“What do you mean, what’s wrong? Solve what? There was 
no problem until you created it.” 


| can’t read her for the life of me. | just need to get her 
calmed down so I can get to the bottom of this, fix this, and 
show her all the ways | love her. 


| move in front of her, blocking her way to the door. 
“Get out of my way!” she stomps and storms toward me. 


“The only thing I’m stopping is you from making the biggest 
mistake of your life.” 


“Well, you're too late for that because you are the biggest 
mistake of my life,” she shouts, flying off the handle and 
defying what | told her about keeping a united front, always. 


| shut the door behind me, which only angers her more. 


“You said | was free so why are you trying to stop me now? 
Huh? Move out of my way and let me be free.” 


| grab her by the arms, a smile crossing my lips which only 
infuriates her more as | sit her on the bed. 


“You're free from worrying about that monster from whom 
you escaped. You're free from the pain of trying to support 
yourself because | will always be your backbone, now and 
forever. But you’ll never be free from me. That’s never what 
| meant.” 


“|... thought you were telling me to go.” 


“Go where? You're mine. You live here. You belong here, 
with me. Always.” 


| feel the tension release from her body and | let go of her 
arms. 


“| needed us both free of that man and his people, that’s all. 
I'd never even heard of him or seen him, but when | knew 
what he did to you, and those other women, he created a 


prison in my mind that | myself needed freed from as well. | 
couldn’t sleep another night knowing he was walking the 
face of the earth. Now we are at peace. Free.” 


“That’s what you meant?” 
“That’s exactly and all | ever meant.” 
“So you... want me to stay then?” 


“| don’t want you to stay. | need you to stay. | need you in 
all ways, and as a matter of fact,” | pause “Like | said, you 
have no choice.” 


| pull the box from my pocket, and flip the top up in one 
motion. | take the ring in my hand and sliding it on her 
finger. I’m not asking her when we both know she’s mine. 


“| love you, beautiful. Always have and always will. From 
the first moment I laid eyes on you until the end of time and 
into eternity. You’re free in all ways but one. You’rea 
prisoner to my heart, and my heart will never let you go. | 
love you.” 


Her body lunges for me as her arms wrap around me. 


“| love you,” she says, and my lips find hers, reminding her 
that she’s mine... mine all mine. 


EPILOGUE 


Kennedy 
One year later 


| stare into my baby boy’s eyes as the smell of borscht 
circles the kitchen. | haven’t taken my eyes off of him for 
what seems like an hour, except to look at the framed 
picture of my dad and Kirill on the wall. | would say they 
were kids, but they’re not that much younger than me at the 
time. | guess the fact that they were both big, imposing 
guys plays into the equation. 


And speaking of equations, Kirill has been reading all these 
crazy health blogs trying to figure out the best natural diet 
for us both to eat so we have the highest percentage chance 
of having twins. He’s definitely trying to multiple the family 
exponentially, and as quickly as possible. 


I’m right there along with him, and I love trying new foods 
along with all my old favorites. Plus being pregnant gives 
me an excuse to eat a little too much, and if | keep the 
pregnancies close then maybe | won’t have to lose the 
weight in-between, which Kirill is always insisting | don’t do. 
He says | need to eat more, to survive the winters. | always 
laugh, knowing his real motive is the heavier | seem to get 
the more aggressive he can be with me in the bedroom, and 
the living room, and the kitchen, the yard, the shower, and 
all the other creative places we come up with to do our baby 
making. 


“How’s my first born son, and my first and only love doing?” 
a deep voice says that’s as thick as the dollop of sour cream 
| need to plop in the borscht any minute now, and deeper 
than the Black Sea...and a voice that’s just as tasty too, as 
in those lips that | can’t wait to meet mine. 


“| didn’t hear you come in,” | say as he doesn’t keep me 
waiting, kissing me immediately. 


“I’m a Russian spy. You know how we are.” 
“| know because I’m Russian now too.” 


“You sure are. The perfect combination of old world and new 
world.” 


“Just like us. Old and new,” | tease. 


He fingers a scoop of sour cream out of the bucket and dabs 
it on my nose. 


“Hey!” | say, and he quickly repeats the process with our 
baby Konstantin. “You're going to wake him up.” 


And sure enough his eyes open slowly and he starts 
giggling, his oh so cute hands waving frantically as he 
laughs himself into a tizzy. 


“We broke ground on the new wing you recommended 
today.” 


“I saw you on TV. You looked so handsome.” 
“And it’s going to look so beautiful, thanks to your design.” 


He pauses. “Did | ever tell you you were a genius for coming 
up with the idea of a family-themed concept casino?” 


“A million times a day,” | reply, proud that | could help and 
feel a part of something related to his work. 


“We're already in talks with Aeroflot to increase the 
incoming international flights. The idea of having a Circus 
type experience, like the one in Vegas, is completely new for 
us. The casino was doing amazingly well as just a place to 
play cards and bet on sports. But now that we’ve expanded 
to the whole family, it’s going to be a level | never could 
have expected...or reached without you.” 


He leans in for another kiss, but | pull back. “But you’re 
going to take all the necessary precautions to make sure 
kids can’t gamble, right?” 


“That was the first thing we got installed. The kids can ride 
rides, tour the petting zoo, and eat all the ice cream they 
want while their parents down vodkas, margaritas, and enjoy 
adult gambling and shows. And we'll have family friendly 
shows three times a day, too.” 


“Perfect. You may kiss the bride now,” | tease, and he 
doesn’t waste a second, just like he didn’t eleven months 
ago at the lavish wedding he put together. It really felt like 
my dad was there looking down on me, blessing the both of 
uS. 


“Speaking of kids eating ice cream, l, uh...accidentally ate a 
quart today.” My shoulders rise up to my ears as | give him 
that ‘whoops’ face. 


“Why not two quarts?” he says, with an impossibly serious 
face. 


“You really believe it when you say that or you just want me 
to feel good about my mistake?” 


“Mistake? How many times do | tell you?” 


“You have to be able to survive a bear attack,” we say in 
unison. | laugh and shake my head, he doesn't. 


“| better go put Konstantin in his crib so | can finish dinner.” 


“Give me our boy,” Kirill says, practically taking him from 
me in yet another display of dominance that’s definitely 
rough around the edges, just like him. | love it though. He’s 
masculine, raw, and unapologetic, not that he ever has 
anything to be apologetic for. He does everything to make 
sure our little, but growing, family has the best, is protected, 
and feels nothing but love. 


“| just need to stir the borscht real quick,” | say to myself. 


“What you need to do is sit down, put your feet up, and 
allow me to take care of everything.” 


“It’s fine. It’s my job.” 


“You were here with our boy all day. | can hold him with one 
hand and stir with the other. Rest, woman. You deserve it.” 


“What | don’t deserve is you,” | say, going up on my tiptoes 
to kiss his cheek. “You're amazing.” 


“We're amazing,” he says, looking me in the eye with that 
Russian mafia style intensity that reminds me just how 
strong the fire in his belly burns for our family. 


He grabs me by the neck, firmly yet playfully and kisses me 
hard. “Because we are one,” he says, releasing me, and 
dammit if I’m not already getting wet. “Right, Konstantin?” 
he asks, looking at our boy. 


He just smiles and Kirill takes his tiny hand and gives the 
thumb’s up sign. It’s too cute for words, but before | can 
grab my phone to take a picture he’s already picking up the 
spoon and stirring the borscht. 


“This borscht reminds me of something,” he says, turning to 
me. “I’ve made so many things in life. | made myself into a 
man. | made nearly a billion dollars. | made the biggest 
casino in Moscow... which will now make many families 
happy. But most of all, l've made a family with you. | love 
you.” 


| wrap my arms around him and bury my head in his chest. 
“| love you,” I say, just before Konstantin giggles again, the 
true sound of love. Family, and the life we’ve created 
together. 


Forever. 
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